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Article 6

Made to Order
Val .Jenkinson
Trisha Hardell
waited anxiously outside Dr. Peterson's
office. "Why does this take so lonq?" she auttered, then let out
a lonq siqh.
She qiqqled nervously to herself, thinkinq about how
much she sounded like her mother. Well, she needed practice; in a
few months she would be one.
If only she wasn't so ambivalent
about the situation Trisha knew she would have been ecstatic.
Triaha wanted a baby. Being a single,
forty year old woman
in America, she was quite aware of her biological clock ticking.
Unusually, science, in all its wisdom, decided to dream up a way
to produce babies, instead of stoppinq that biological clock. The
new human producinq process was a scientific miracle, or that was
what it was being called.
Scientists could not only help
infertile parents have children but could also prevent diseases
and lenqthen the child's life span. Now everyone was talking
about science discoverinq the "airacle of life."
Dr. Peterson walked out of his office . He was a tall, lanky
man with a quirky qrin and an arrogant qait. He was approximately
forty-five years old and had dark brown hair. One feature caught
Trisha's eye more than the others, however, and that was his dark,
concealing eyes.
"Hiss Hardell?" he called, and stepped aside to let Trisha
enter his office.
"How do you do?" .Dr. Peterson asked politely.
"I will be your pediatrician . "
After a brief discussion of Trisha's reasons for wantinq a
child, Dr. Peterson seemed satisfied that she would be a good
parent. After a aoment, Dr. Peterson started to explain to Trisha
the procedure for producinq a child.
"It is a siaple process of cut and paste, you aiqht say,"
stated Dr. Peterson candidly. "We first take the DNA out of the
chromosomes, then we splice the qene's amino acids to form the
characteristics requested. What still amazes scientists across
the world is the simplicity of correctinq genes. But they do say
that certain ideas are often so siaple, they escape us," Dr.
Peterson explained.
They definitely have the process down pat, Trisha thought.
She believed the idea had its qood points, but along the way they
were lost.
Instead of just curing genetic disorders , they decided
to make it possible to order a child. one with blue eyes, another
with qreen.. ..
She feared the consequences of usinq this newlyfound knowledge on such trivial ideas
as physical traits,
believinq it would end in a future of cloned civilizations and the
loss of oriqinality. Unfortunately, if Trisha wanted a baby, she
would have to put her ideals aside.
Trisha turned to Dr. Peterson and asked, "Has there ever been
a •istake in the qene splicinq?"
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Dr. Peterson tensed, then answered coldly, ' "Never. we are
extre•ely careful. There have been stories of horrid errors in
the lab, but that is exactly what they were, stories."
Dr. Peterson rose and asked Trisha if she would like to see
the lab. She aoreed to oo. He showed her all the aain components
of the lab and ended the tour with the nursery room. As they were
walkino back, they passed a door marked HEP. Trisha looked inside
and saw a •assive piece of machinery .
"Excuse ae, Doctor?" Trisha waited for his response.
"What
is that •achine for?"
Dr. Peterson see•ed reluctant to answer.
He said, "That
•achine is outdated.
I don't know why we keep it, it isn't. used
in the human production process."
"One 11ore thino," Dr. Peterson said,
"you can't tell anyone
about the details of your visit here today or about ordering a
child. I know it sounds peculiar , but a couple of years ago, we
had a breach in our security unit. This not only jeopardizes our
machinery, but also your baby. We had to have a paper drawn up
stating that no one can talk about their visit without losing all
possible chances of taking advantage of our facilities.
You will
have to sion a paper to this effect ."
After Dr . Peterson explained the rest of the details, they
returned to his office, and Trisha filled out the necessary
papers.
When she came to the part about physical characteristics
and preferred gender, Trisha left it blank.
She handed in the
papers to the nurse at the desk and sat back down.
"Excuse me, Hiss?" she heard the nurse call. She turned to
see what the problem was, and the nurse motioned for her to come
to the desk .
"Yes?" Trisha answered.
"You seem to have forgotten a section on your order form."
"Oh, no .
You see, I don't particularly care what my baby
looks like, as long as it is healthy."
The nurse shot an exasperated look at Trisha and sighed .
"Every once in a while, we get one of you in here . You people
just don't appreciate science .
We give you choices so everyone
can be happy with the results. Never again will an unwanted child
be born under our system . We've helped and will help millions of
people .
But you can't be satisfied, can you?" The nurse started
to raise her voice, then quickly dropped it to avoid a scene.
"Some people are so ungrateful."
Trisha picked the paper up, sat down with a sigh, and started
the drudgery of filling it out.
One Month Later
Trisha entered Dr . Peterson's office. She had only one more
month to wait for Patrick, her little baby boy. Actually the gene
splicing took most of the time; the baby's development took only
ten to fourteen days.
She had been instructed to check in , just
to set her mind at ease, despite the fact that Dr. Peterson still
insisted that there could be no mix-ups.
The nurse called her name, so she entered the office and
shook the doctor's hand before sitting down .
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The doctor started to speak.
"You know this is just a
routine check-up. Everything is going very nicely.
What I want
to know is, how are you? You aren't having second thoughts?"
"No, of course not," Trisha answered.
"I want a child and I
believe I can take care of one as well as any •arried couple can .
I really do hope that you aren't concerned with my marital
status."
"Oh, no. That is not my concern, Miss Mardell.
It is
customary for us to ask that question now, while there is still
time for us to stop the formation of your specified genetic
characteristics and alter them to fit someone else's order. We
are just very careful about choosing parents.
we don't want to
produce a child for someone, and then have that person turn around
and give it away because they don't want it anymore. This is our
prime concern."
"Well, you don't have to worry about me. I will never give
my baby up. I just hope you are keeping an eye on him for me . "
"Well, I am in a way. The computer producing your child is
not only structurally sound, but also functionally ... "
"What do you mean,
'computer'?" Trisha demanded. "When you
explained the process to me, you made it sound as if you yourself
would be producing my child. Not a computer. You also promised
me that there couldn't be any mistakes. Computers •ake mistakes."
"No, humans make mistakes. That is why this is the ultimate
way to produce hu•ans.
It is efficient.
Did you know that a
child has to be formed every minute to keep up with the demand on
children?
Humans cannot make them that fast.
Computers are a
piece of the future today."
"Are you assuring me that my child will be fine?"
"I'll bet my life on it . Like I said before, there has never
been an accident and there never will be. I promise . "
"Okay.
I'm just so anxious .
I've been waiting so lonq to
have a child, I couldn't go on if I lost him.
I know it sounds
silly, but I've had night•ares."
"Well, you mustn't worry any longer. He'll be fine and you
and I will see hi• in one month, okay?
I'll see you then, Miss
Mardell."
"Alright.
Goodbye."
Trisha slowly rose and walked out of
the office, still shaken up a bit .
She should have known they
used computers.
Everything was turning to them. It just seemed
so cold. She assured herself everything was going to be fine.
Dr. Peterson had said so, and he knew more about this than she.
Later, Trisha couldn't stop thinking about that one menacing
machine that Dr. Peterson wouldn ' t explain to her . It was one of
the largest computer-controlled machines in the lab, so it must
have been an important one, despite Dr. Peterson's denials.
It
was the fact that they bad it in its own room that bothered her.
She told herself it was just her over-active imagination, and once
again tried to forget about it.
one Month Later
Trisha met the doctor in front of the laboratory. It was the
big day . She stood with sweaty palms at the door, a grin spread

17
across her face.
The next tiae I open this door, she thought, I
will be carrying •Y little boy.
Dr. Peterson guided her through tbe interweaving hallways to
the waiting roo•.
"I wanted to atop here so I could explain to you the
following process . I will bring you to the nursery connected to
the rooa that contains all the newborn babies. I will punch in
your nullber on the coaputer and the ••chine will pick out your
baby.
It will set hi• in a basket and place it on the conveyor
belt in front of you. The belt will deliver your baby to you. It
is a very personal process.
You and I will be the first to see
your child . "
"When are we going?" asked Triaha abruptly .
Dr . Peterson chuckled lightly.
"Well, in spite of your
reluctance, we will be next.
We have about two more minutes to
wait . "
Trisha looked around the rooa.
A large print containing
flowers of pink and blue dominated one of the smaller walls, while
another boasted a saall picture of a country lane in the morning
dew.
The one side of the rooa was all windows, and Trisha was
surprised to see that across the hall, there was the door marked
HEP. She shuddered violently .
Dr . Peterson noticed Hiss Hardell staring at the HEP computer
room . He hated that aachine . He had been forced to use it three
times within the last month and a half. He had only gone along
with it because it caae with his job .
No one could ever know
except the doctors.
"Well, it's tiae," Dr . Peterson announced.
"We can go in
now."
Trisha rose out of her seat , trying to avoid looking at the
looming black •ass of machinery across the hallway. Dr . Peterson
directed her out of the waiting room and down the hall t ~ the
nursery. They entered and Trisha sighed and tried to remain calm.
A light melody floated in the air above them, and Trisha recalled
hearing it in her own childhood . The name of it eluded her at the
moment . She held her breath as Dr. Peterson punched in her
number , keeping her eyes glued to the conveyor belt. At last, a
small basket rolled carefully down · it, and Trisha grasped it
gently.
She raised it to her face, and unfolded the blanket.
Instead of the blond-haired, blue-eyed little boy she had picked
out, there was a brown-haired, hazel-eyed child before her.
"Oh, thank you!" she cried as she turned to Dr. Peterson . "I
wasn't expecting this , but I'• so happy .. . " She stopped when she
saw Dr . Peterson's face . "What's wrong?" she asked .
"I ' m sorry, Hiss Hardell , this is a terrible accident. You
cannot have this child. It is not what you ordered, and we cannot
condone mistakes . "
Trisha's face twisted in panic .
"What do you mean I can't
have him? He's my child!
He may be different, but I love him
just the same .
You can't take my baby!"
Trisha clutched the
basket to her tighter and reached for the doorknob.
Dr . Peterson reached in his pocket and pulled
out a
hypodermic needle.
He snatched the basket from Trisha and gave
her a shot in the arm .
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Trisha glared at Dr. Peterson with hate-filled eyes. "Give
me back my babyl" She fell to the ground as the shot began to
take
effect .
"Please ... "
she whispered, then she lost
consciousness.
She woke up in a dark capsule. Her arms and legs were tied
to the chair on which she sat . She began to cry as she remembered
how they had taken her baby from her . Now they had locked her up .
When she got out of this place she would •ake them pay for
everything they had done.
Everything.
Trisha tried to look
around, but something held her head in one place. A large metal
cap was what it felt like. Trisha began to scream.
Dr. Peterson heard a slight sound coming fro• the black
machine and tried to ignore it . After checking all the seals , he
left the HEP computer room and entered the room next to it, the
control room.
He shut the door tightly and locked it behind him.
He had already placed the baby on the seat next to hi•. He had to
take care of the mother first .
He turned on the coaputer and
waited for the ready light to flash.
When it did, he began the
Memory Erasing Process, produced for just such incidents. When
Hiss Hardell left, she would only re•ember ordering a baby.
She
would not remember this child or anything else concerning it , and
no one else would either because she had signed a paper that
stopped her from telling anyone about it.
When accidents
happened, no one could know.
Dr. Peterson waited for half an hour until the program was
finished, and then escorted the unconscious Hiss Hardell to his
office. Afterwards, he started walking towards the disposal unit
with the baby in his arms .
Trisha Hardell sat in Dr. Peterson's office as he explained
the procedure . He was a very nice looking man, she was glad she
had come .
She had finished filling out the forms and she had
asked for a blond-haired, blue-eyed baby boy, even though that
didn't matter to her. All she wanted was a healthy baby.
"Well , that sums it up," finished Dr. Peterson, avoiding
Trisha's eyes. "In exactly two months, you will have your baby .
Just remember everything I have told you, keep this a secret , and
I'll see you in one month for a check-up.
And don ' t worry, we
never make mistakes. Okay?"
Trisha shook
"Okay.
Thank you very much, Dr. Peterson . "
hands with him, then exited his office.
As Trisha walked out of the lab, she began humming a melody
she remembered from her childhood, but she couldn't seem to recall
its name.

